so blessed. We live simply, my husband, our boy, and I. We have enough to keep us uncmbittcrcil. Our friends are men and women who arc busy with the making of worth-while American homes, with the interests of American politics, and with literature and art. Our evenings arc full of music or good plays or pleasant society. Sometimes rny husband and 1 plan some work which we do together. All our days are crowded to the full with plans and activities which, we hope, are worth-while not only to us, but to others.
It may be because everything is so normal in my life that I cannot think of myself as a " problem "; I cannot think of my mother as a " problem." Part of our work during the past six years has been in the settlement house, in the playground, in the night school. The young people f have met there have come to
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